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Co me {hall we goe along ? 

Enter Str Richard Ratlife , with the Lord Riuen. 

Cray , and ydughan^rf oners. 

R.«r. Come bring forth the pnfoners. 

Rim Sir Richard Ratiiffc , let me tell thee this: 

T o day (halt thou behold a lubicdt die, 

For truth, for dutie,and for loyaltie. 

Gray. God keepe the prince from all the pack ofyous 
Akhot youarc of damned blood fuckers. 

Rite. O Pomfret^omfret.Ohthoubloudieprifon, 

Fatal! and ominious to nobie Pecres : 

Within the guiltieclofureof thy walks 
Richard the fecond here was hackt to death: 

And for more {launder to thy difmalJ foule. 

We giuc thee vp our guiltlcffc bioudsto drinke. 

Gray. Now Margarets curfe is falnevpon our heads, 

For (landing by, when Richard llabd her Tonne. 

Rt. Then cutft Ihc Hallmgs, then curd flic Buckingham, 

Then curftlhe Richard. Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayers for them as now for vs. 

And for my filler, and her princely (onne : 

Be (atisfied deare God with our true bloucis, 

Which as thou knoweft vniuflly mull be fpilt. 

Come, come, difpatch, the limit of your hues isout. 

Riu. Come Gray, come Vaughan, let vs all imbracc 
A nd take our lcaue,vntill we mcete in heauen. Exeunt, 

Enter the Lords to counfell. 

Haft. My Lordsat once, the caufe why wc are met, 

Is to determine of the coronation. 

In Gods name (ay ,when is this royal! day i 

Rue. Are all things fitting for that royall time? 

Dar. It is, and kt but nomination. 

Rtfh. To morfowthen , I guelfc a happie time. 

Rue. Who knowes the Lord Protedlors minde herein? 

Who is moll inward with the nobkDukc ? ( his mind. 

Ei Why you my Lo:.me thinks you fliould fooneft know 

Rue. Who I my Lord ? we know each others faces: 

But forour hearts, he knowes no more ofmine, .. " 

Tiicn i ofyours : nor I no more of his, then you ofmine, 

■ ' , Lord 
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Lord Hafiings, you and hcarenearcin loue. 

Haft-l thankc his grace,/ know he Icucs me well: 

But for hi* purpofc in the coronation' 

/haue not founded him, nor he dcliuercd 
His graces pkafure anyway therein .* 

But you my L. may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfc ilegiue my voice, 

Which / prefume he will take in gentle part. 

Bif j, Now in good time here comes the Duke him fclfc. 

Enter GL ft er. 

Glo. My noble L and coufcns all good morrow, 

/haue bene long a deeper, but now /hope 
My abfcncc doth negled no great defignes, 

Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 

Buc. Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 

Wiliam L. Haftings had now pronounl! your part : 

I roeane your voice for crowning of the king. 

Glo. Then my L. Haftings, no man might be bolder, 

His Lotdlhip knowes me well, and loucs me well. 

Bn ft. I thankc your grace. | 

Glo. My Lord of Elie, , 

Bijk My Lord. 

Glo. W'hen/wasIaftinHolbornc, 

/fawegood ftrawberries in your garden there, 

/dobefecchyou fend for fomc of them. 

Bijh.fgoctay Lord. 

Glo. Coufen Buckingham, a word with you; 

Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bufinciTe, 

And findes the tefty gentleman fo hote, 

As he will loofc his head are giue content, 

His maiflersfonneas worfhipfullhe termesit, 

Shall loofc the royaltie of England* throane. 

Buc. Withdraw you hence my L. /Ie follow you. Ex- Git „ 

Bar. w c haue not yet fet downe this day of triumph, 

To morrow in mine opinion is toofoonc: 

F-r / my (elfe amnot fo well prouided, 

sclfe/ would be were the day prolonged. 

Enter the Btfthop ofElU. (berries. 

"vFhcrcisni/L. Protc&or,/ haue lent for thife flraw- 

O Haft. 





